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Varian especially so; while Fisher, Lewis, Leirioyne, Crisp, Clark, and James did their best to make a success and close in glory the season that had been broken in half by the burning of the home theatre. The end of the third act had been mine. The passionate speech of renunciation and farewell had won the favor of the house, and call after call followed. As I had played the scene alone, I should have been proud and happy — should have counted the calls with a miser's gloating satisfaction. But instead my blood was already chilling with dread of the coming act.
" Good Lord, child! " said Mr. Daly, " your face is as long as my arm! Don't anticipate evil — take the good the gods send you. You are making a hit and you're losing all the pleasure of it. I'm ashamed of you! "
But he wrung my fingers hard, even as he spoke, and I knew that his words were, what the boys call a " bluff."
Then the curtain was rising. The cathedral scene won a round of applause, and kneeling at the altar, as children say, " I scringed " at the sound. Then after a little I was coming down the .stage and the audience, recognizing Madeline in the nun, applauded long and heartily, and I fairly groaned aloud. After that the act proceeded really with stately dignity, but to my terrified eyes it seemed indecent haste; and as I fell into line with the Church procession of sisters, of novices, of priests .and acolytes, I felt myself a morsel in a kaleidoscopic picture of bright colors, the churchly purple and its red and white, the brilliant gowns of the women of fashion, the golden organ-pipes, the candles burning star-like upon the altar, the massed flowers, and over all, giving a touch of floating unreality to everything, the clouds of incense.
Then suddenly, out of the bluish haze, there gleamed the white, set face, for love of which I was to sacrifice my very soul! The scene was on, swift, passionate, and furious, and almost before I could realize it, the dreadful words had been spoken — and with my foot upon the >cross, I stood in a silence the like of which I had never